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ERNIE: Fire away,

BRADLEY: I flatter myself I'm not a bad judge of character
and the moment I saw you 1 said to myself, that yourt&
fellow's got his head screwed on Ms shoulders aS
tight.

ERNIE: I know how many beans make five, if that's what
you mean.

BRADLEY: You'll never guess why I've come here to-day.
Now Sheppey's got all this money it's all wrong that
he should only be an assistant. [Impressively.] Pve come
here to-day to offer him a partnership in my business,

ERNIE: You haven't?

BRADLEY: I have. And mind you, it's a fine business. The
accounts are in apple-pie order, and anyone can see
them who wants to. I'll give him ten per cent on his
money and a share of the profits.

ERNIE: That sounds pretty good to me.

BRADLEY: I expect he'll jump at it, but he's a funny fellow,

Sheppey; he may not like the idea of the responsibility.

I want you to back me up.

ERNIE: I certainly will. I don't think anyone can call me a
snob, but there is a difference between having a father-
in-law who's a hairdresser and a father-in-law who mas
a high-class saloon in Jermyn Street.

BRADLEY: All the difference in the world.   Then that's

settled.   But there's something else I wanted to say

to you.
ERNIE: Yes?
BRADLEY: Sheppey was up in the West End last night. He

left a letter at my place.   There's a pub just opposite.

The Bunch of Keys it's called. He always has his dinner

there.
ERNIE: I know.   A cut off the joint, veg. and half a pint

of bitter. Every day of his life as tegular as clockwork.